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"Hey, uh... | have an idea" Ken said softly. 

Greg's eyes fell to the two hands behind his roommate's back "Is it related to the demo?" 

Ken's lips parted for a moment, then closed before shaking his head. 

"What is it, then?" 

Ken chuckled shyly. "Um.. come to my room?" 

Greg set his bass guitar aside on the sofa and followed him, not feeling as though he had a choice when the 
other man left the living room before he could answer. In Ken's hands was a black, rectangular box. He had a 
few guesses as to what it contained, but didn't sweat it. He'd find out soon enough. 


He turned the bedroom door closed on his way in. "Now what?" 


"Come over here," Ken gestured toward the empty space beside him at the end of his bed. 


Greg did just that, greeted with a pair of full, gentle lips against his own. He reciprocated, his hand cupping 
Ken's face as the latter's found his inner thigh. Ken knew just what he was doing, he thought, and exactly what 
he wanted. Given how close the other man's hand was to his groin, kneading him, he couldn't help but get 


aroused by the searing heat from Ken's touch. 
His hands were under the back of singer's shirt, caressing him, holding him closer. He heard a short, meek 
sound from Ken, whose hands were fidgeting with the bottom of his black shirt. When Greg pulled away, Ken 


wasted no time removing the article of clothing, letting it fall from his hand. 


"Want to make yourself comfortable?" Ken asked before standing up and approaching the dresser in front of 


him. "And close your eyes for me?” 


Greg did what he was told, lying with his head against a pillow and his hands folded on his stomach before 


shutting his eyes. He heard a drawer opening, some rifling around, then a drawer closing. 

"Are your eyes still closed?" 

He answered with an affirmative him, his brows knotting as he closed his eyes tighter to prove it. There was a 
brief moment of silence, broken by the sound of shoes against the floor, presumably kicked off. Then a metal 
button snapping open, to which he almost opened his eyes to watch what was undoubtedly going on somewhere 


in front of him. 


"Babe?" Ken asked, the mattress dipping under his weight as he came closer to Greg. "Can l.. can we try 


something?" 
"That depends..." 
"Of course. Feel free to say no. But, would you wanna wear these handcuffs while | ride you?" 


His eyes opened wide. He heard Ken loud and clear, so there was no mistaking the other man's words. Despite 


being taken by surprise, he hadn't hesitated even slightly when he gave Ken his consent. 


"Cool," the singer's lips curled into a cute smile. "| thought you'd say no." 
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"This isn't hurting you, is it?" Ken asked, sitting on Greg's lap, his finger tracing along one of the silver 
handcuffs. The younger man, sitting upright with his hands above his head and bound against the metal bars 
of the headboard, shook his head. "You'll tell me when it is, right?" 


Greg nodded. "Yeah.. why are you so worried?" 


Ken let out a quiet sigh. "I- you're kinda right, I'm just nervous. Excited, but, nervous too. | don't want to hurt 


you." 


"You won't. Hl be fine." 

"Okay..." Ken replied. "God.. my heart is pounding.’ 

Ken rose on his knees, one hand bracing the headboard while the other held Greg's erection Greg let out a 
huff of breath, left with no physical choice but to let Ken tease him with only a few strokes of his hand, 
wanting badly to be inside him. 

A deep groan escaped Ken's lips as he descended around the girth, moving up and down with caution and 
patience. If not for the physical restraints, Greg's hands would be around his roommates hips, caressing him 


tenderly, holding him steady as he worked every inch into the tightness of his entrance. 


"You okay?" Ken asked. Even with his face contorted in either pleasure or slight discomfort, he still showed 


concern for Greg first. 
"I'm fine. God.. you feel so hot." 


"Yeah?" Ken panted, finding a steadier rhythm. "Ahh.. your dick is fucking big. You have no idea.. how good this 


feels right now." 

Greg could sort of tell, between the soft, breathy moans, and the faint smile already spread across Ker's lips. 
His manhood throbbed at the thought of touching him again, hands splayed across his lower back, perhaps one 
coming down to admire one of his smooth, generous curves. 

"Baby." Ken's hips slowed down. "Can l.. ask you something else?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Talk dirty to me," he purred, leaning forward to kiss his lips hotly. "Please..?" 


Heat bloomed across his face. He knew what Ken meant by that, sort of, but he hardly partook in it himself. 


"Are you asking me to.. be mean?" 

Ken laughed. "It's not really mean | like it" 

"| don't know..." he sighed. "Like... calling you a whore or something like that-" 

The singer gasped and moaned, sitting upright before he continued. "Fuck, s-say that again, daddy." 

"1" he paused, wondering whether he heard that last word right. "You actually like when | call you a.. whore?" 
"Yes!" Ken said with a blissful sigh, his own hand pumping his erection 

Greg couldn't believe his eyes. He saw Ken in somewhat of a new light now, the older man mewling and riding 


him with wanton abandon, the bed rocking underneath their weight. He found it impossible to be more attracted 
to Ken than he already was until now. 


"| love your dick," Ken hummed. "Feels so good" 
"Of course you do," he smirked, his eyes still closed in bliss. 


"So thick." the other man purred, hands sliding up Greg's arms until their hands met, interlocked together. 
"Fuck..." 


With hooded eyes, Greg looked Ken up and down, biting his lower lip, watching the other man throw his weight 
harder into his lap, grinding against his length. 


"Just like that." he sighed "Pretty little slut." 


A broken, desperate sound left Ken's lips, one hand pulling away from his own to touch himself again. Greg's 
eyes followed that hand, fingers closed around the shaft before stroking it firmly. They flitted up to the clear, 
slick fluid seeping from the head, and he wanted to take him, all of him, into his mouth, longing to taste him 
and eager to accept every bit of his release. He clenched his fists again at the thought of shoving Ken off his 


lap, getting the older man on his back before going down on him. 


He was close himself, thinking he would erupt if Ken so much as called him daddy one more time. Admittedly, 
that part of the verbal exchange of this nature was new to him. He wondered where Ken.. he wiped that 
thought away, because it didn't matter as much as how much it turned them both on. Especially Ken, who 
praised him and how good he felt between hurried breaths and pleased moans. His face and neck turned a deep 
shade of pink, his eyes hidden behind the dark, long strands of hair strewn across his face. Greg's eyes were 


fixed on his pink lips, wanting to lean forward and kiss them. Ken was a mess. Ken was beautiful. 


"Oh, Ken." he said under his breath. "When do l.. get to take this off?" 


"Just a bit more, please?" Ken pouted. "I'm almost there, | swear." 


Ken slowed down before coming forward to crush his lips against his own. Greg returned the favor, relishing 


the fingers lost in his hair, gently running through it, pushing tendrils away from his face. 
"Daddy," Ken whispered before kissing Greg's lips one more time. 
Greg closed his eyes, breathed out a contented sigh, and opened them again. "Yes, darling?" 


"Come for me," Ken continued rocking his hips, bracing himself with his hands on either side of Greg's head, 
holding the metal bars tight. "Please?" 


Greg shortly did just that, groaning Ken's name as he succumbed to his orgasm. His body trembled and his 
hips jolted up into the other man in what could hardly be considered a rhythm, drawing a faint but high sound 
out of Ken before releasing himself deep inside. 

When there was nothing left, he let out a final, heavy breath. He felt Ken's hands locked with his own before 
the singer left a trail of kisses from his cheek, his jaw, and his neck His lips opened without a sound as Ken 
worked to leave a mark, still in the midst of the warm afterglow of his orgasm. 

"Are you going to." Greg trailed off as Ken left his lap, sitting beside him on both knees. 

Ken gave him a fleeting glance before his gaze faltered. "I wanted you to do it" 

"| can.. if you take these off me." 

Ken reached for the small keys on the nightstand and unlocked the cuffs. "Did they hurt?" 

He shook his head. "| sort of missed touching you more than anything.” 

"What's stopping you now?" Ken teased before giving him a short kiss on the lips. 

The first thing Greg did was cup the other man's face, crushing his own lips against his in a desperate kiss. His 
hands made their way down to Ken's lower back as quickly as the kiss deepened. Eventually, Ken hummed 
before pulling away. 

"Greg, | can't-" the singer took a deep breath. "| need you to get me off" 


"| will if you put the cuffs on" 


"lIl do anything you want, daddy," Ken purred before pulling him in for another kiss. 


